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Room to Play

How ofien are you to find
children heading in the direc-
tion of Ramna Park with a
football under their arm or a
cricket bat, wickets and other
such equipment? Not very
often | suppose. That's becausc
Ramna Park does not exist for
such activities. Neither are
most of the other parks in
Dhaka — are more
grounds strolling than any
;zn activity. You are morc

ly to see little boys, big

too, running after a
rolling football in the strects,
giving hardly two hools for
their safety, provided they just
have a good game. This is a
major facing the citi-
zgens of Dhaka: there are just
no facilitics or even proper
nds for chil-

the players, it is a question of

their salcty (a slight concern ol

I repeat] and for the

non- . there is the trou-

of being landed with bro-
windows!

Sports, or jusl proper

hysical ncllﬂly,j we ;an;':

the mind, not to men-

tion body, healthy. In some

couniries— in fact mosi—

sports |is

tompulso for

you it al. home or not is a
for you to deal with.
our country , however, il you

ﬁltltlﬂmhhcyuur.
L

In schools, where you go
to study, most of the time you
end up doing just that and

no morc. rc¢ arc no
proper grounds play —
because the

Fear of
by Sumaiya
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by Judith De Costa

plenty of running about. Most
of the premisces are homes oo
large to be lived in which have
been let out. You are very likely
to find the residents of these
bufldings looking oul of the
third or fourth floor window,
checking i their flower-beds
are still safe from the boister-
ous students’ trampling fect.
Of course, many princi-
pals, realizing the dilemma of
the pupils, cmploy P.T instruc-
lors to come in.a couple of
times a weck to give them
what they so badly need.
Unforiunaitely, there are not
many young pcople who would
like to be told how to spend
their games period and the
whole thing just falls apart. You
are back (o square one wishing
you could have a proper dose

of u activity, instead of
bdn::ﬁurnd to a desk.

Then again, there are the
rains. Bangladesh's chiel sca-
son, with a high disrcspect for

time, seems to be the mon-

soon. That is one time (other
than ¢xam limes) when you're
likcly to see long faces looking
out of the classroom windows
cursing their luck. Some of
those faces belong to the
teachers who have the burden
of secing they slay out ol mis-

chicf, when the pupils are de- -

prived of their exercise.

Back (o the sub of no
grounds outside schools for
gamws and sports. It is point-
lcss lo complain of no options
other than sitling at home be-
causc, "Plcase sir, there is no
where for me to play”.

Because there are quile a
few open ficlds, all ours for the
laking! But, the little ones are
laced with a great problem— a
qucestion of life and death :
theirs. AL most parks (the very

word conjures a picture of

Comee on, people let's face
it. We are ners of socicty,
in spite of all the bloodshed
for national independence, cte.
There is really nothing o gasp
aboul il you hear someone say
—cspecially a young woman-
"why can't |1 be seen jogging
down the street at dawn or
periorming calisthenics up on
my roof-lop?” Without being
able to stop yoursell, the first
thing you yourself saying is
“IU's just not donc, that's whyt"
Only then will you stop and
think: what's wrong with it?

One would have to be blind
if he/she were to miss the
we womcen are disre
when it comes Lo sports. We
arc lorbidden by a namcless
force 1o be scen riding a bike
in streets or parks or just sit-
ting astride onc! If you, dear

rcader, are one of the luckier

ones, do write in and let me
know how you handled the’

barbarism of the opposile sex
in the streets who saw-you
riding through town. It wasn't
very nice, was it? That is just
part of the whole business.
Dont you feel awful that you
can't go oul and play like one
of the boys, the way you used
to when you were yeounger,
just because of the things you
have to hear? There is only so
much you can pay a deal ear
to. lronically, grown womecn
and young kids face the same
problem : if the little kids try
to take over the “biguns'”
spacc, Lhey get bullied. Don't
you think we get treated the
same way, too?

So, may be you and | don't
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want to be known as the next
Flo Jo or P.T Usha; we just

want to go out and have some
fun. But we remain in perpet-
ual jcalousy of the women in
the other countrics who go out
for Lheir daily jog without a
carc in the world. We are the
common folk. But what about
those women who are chosen
to rcpresent  Bangladesh in
inlernational sports events?
For every woman you sece in
the tcam, you'll scc four ( if not
many more] men. Women are
captives under the myth of a
woman's place being at home.
it is up to them if they want to
change their posilion or net. It
is obvious that they do.

There is little point in sit-
ling and waiting for a miracle
to take place, if nobody is go-
ing to start making changcs for
the betler, either in their atu-
tude or other approaches.
Women find little refuge from
the narrow-minded society of
Dhaka city in the Women's
Sports Complex where they
can indulge in excrciscs in a
free, uninhibiling way. It is for
the benefit of both the present
and the future generations that
something has to be done Lo
improve the sports facilitics
available.

We havem't come a long
way, baby, but wc can still
make it there.

- Log of Wood

LETTER TO A SON

Never become a log of

wood.
A log is a dead tree. You
have seen such logs being car-
ried in trucks to timber facto-
ries to be cut into boards for
making furniture, doors ete. A
tree is alive, and is growing all
the time. |

You would meet -
sons during your Hm ':;;n
would remind you ol logs of
wood. Their mind is dead. It
means that have sto
thinking, They ‘e either Tasy.
or not intcrested in life; and
what is going on around them.
They live in small circles of
their own personal lives. They
are undcer bigger circles, called
socicty, nation, and the world.

They have lost one of life’s
greatest lools — curiosity. The
doors and windows of their
minds arc closed. Fresh air
and sunshine cannot get in.
What comes out of their prison
cells (minds) are old knowl-
edge, ideas, opinions, and
views, which thcy had stored
long ago. You have to keep your
mind up-lo-date. Throw out
old knowledge, informa-
tion,and opinions which you do
not need, and fill in with
something ncew you have
learnt. Expericnee is a
teacher, bul it takes time. A
person is a student all his life.
He is always learning — and
‘thinking'.

The formula of this thinking
process is the magic word:
‘Why?" All the time you should
be asking yoursell "why?".
When you hear or read some-
thing which you do not know,
or about which you arc not
sure, go back home and find
out if your knowledge (stock)

by AMawaz

is old and out of date.
Don not feel shy to

your ideas, because ywmh-“
renew your knowledge from
time to time. Always remain a
thinker. Thinking ncver stops.
You are ‘'dead’ the moment you
stop thinking. You must

cause some says some-
thing which you did not expect
to hear, and it -does not agree

with your knowledge or view.
Before telling

sure you are right.

Never be sure about your-
sell. Even if the other person
:;rrung. be polite in your re-

, and give a hint ind ’
Let him find out. —

So here is another formula:
if he is right, you will find out;
if you are right, he will find it.
There is no hurry. Let it take
time, The person who is wrong
will lose the time, not the per-
son who is right.

Take¢ care that nobody
poinis at your back, and whis-
pers "He is a log of wood.”

where at the end of every night,
A person is dead,
A time where there is no justice or light.
It is a time of fear,
A time of starvation, hunger,
Terrorism, drugs, war
These things have

gone too far.

Terrorists strike at any odd hour.
People are corrupt and want more power.
The homeless and the poor face more abuse,

And
These things are

drugs are used ‘without any excuse.
signs of no co-operation,

No freedom, love or dedication.

Everybody

thinks himself superior,

And all others inferior.
This is the cause of our death,

And wherever we

go we face a threat.

Is there any peace in the world tc be?
If so, please tell me.

Friday

picious day, here is an account
of just wk y the 13th is
oo so unlucky.

The of the week were
all after the gods and
goddesses of ancient
Scandinavian mythology. Friday
was named after Freya. the

Drmr?rﬂqmm-
day. It still is
the day of prayer and relax-
ation for Muslims, the Islamic
Sabbath or Jumma. Christians
too used to fast on this day. At
the beginning we find that
Adam was created on a Friday.
Ironically, Friday was also the
day Adam and Eve were ex-
pelled from the Garden of
Eden, after taking bite of the
forbidden fruit. We all know
that story. so I'm not going to
dwell on it

The number 13 has been
considered unlucky ever since
13 sat down to the Last
Supper. The thirteenth
to sit down at the WS
Judas lscariot. the treacherous
disciple of Christ. who ulti-
ma sent him to the Cross.
And Chirst was crucified on a
Friday. which later became

¥ |

J
s
'
.
a
3
!

N
§
{
i

T
!l!

complain the people on duty
told us that we had no cause 0
complain because even the
Prime Minisier's sons names
were not on the lsi. As we
came oul of the poling booth,
we saw several people with
disappointed looks on Lhetr
faces leaving We ashed them
what the maticr was. They told
us thelr names were nol on
the new lst. They told us that
they had all voted in the na-

Scpiember o vote for the type
of government we want?

| do not understand why iIn
six months the entire voter list

had be change

Mst? If the Mst o be up-
dated, it should have been so
as W accommodale genuine
voiers who had voled In
February clections but whose
names were missing from the
new list.

The Key To A Better Life

The sun spat on the pave-
meril, its healed saliva smoth-
cring the run-down concrele.
Inside the artificially eool
Gardenhouse restaurant, the
aflluent perched delicatcly on
their comlortable scals and
sipped cool drinks with
chunks ol ice floating on lop,
whtc 1 slood, and yearncd
desperately outside.

| sighed and scolded mysclf
for letting my hunger cnlice
me. | would eat, when there
was food, and food would be
there when there was moncy,
and when would there be
moncy 7?7 That only God knew.
It wasn't becausc none ol us
worked hard it was simply that
whalcver we earned wasn't
sullicient to buy whatever we
wanled, and that consequently
led Lo our present siluation —
virtual starvation.

My namc is Raoul, | have
two brothers; Pito and Juan as
well as a two- ycar old sister
called Rucia who is perpetually
unhealthy and greatly needs
fedical attention. Mamma fs
fifty - three now and papa diced
somc lime ago; old age thoy
said lovingly. Personally |
thought it was becausc of his
indiscriminate love for the ul-
Uimale poison — alcohol.

We live in an impoverished
slum here in whal onc would
classify as being the most di-
lapidated sector of the city.
Our habitat, specifically
spcaking. consists ol card-
board from an unknown pack-
aging company and plastic bags
derived from the lecal super-
market. Mamma works at the
htﬁ“prm:nti factory on the
ot side of the city. She has
to take a bus there Ml','ﬂl{;
we spend hall of the lint
moncy we have on the bus —
fare fscll.

The sun beoiled the surface |
was standing on: ‘merciicss’, |
thought, t ke everything
clse in Bie. The withered tree
on the roadside welcomed me
with fts temporary shade from
the oppressive heat. | was cog-
nizant that no onc would de-
sire having thetr shoes shined
in this unsociable weather.
Forecasted thoughts fltered
into my mind eftwined with
the bare facts | already knew,
how could | possibly change
the future 7 | pondered with

dospalr.

Yesterday was calamitous,
Mamuna lost her job, “loo old.”
the manager , "getiing re-

carcless wilth the

by Maissa Karim

frequent atlacks of high fever
and severe fils of coughing.
Guilt welled up in me every-
Lime.

| saw her. She was so small,
so helpless. | watched Pito and
Juan shrivel into skin and
bones, their hollow cheeks a
reflection of our cxtensive
hunger. Mamma and her
portable griel over Papa’'s
dcath. The dark heights ol de-
featism that encompassed us
compictely.

An hour had passed and the
weather showed no sign of im-
provement. | decided to make
my onward journcy home. It
was so quict that all | could
hear was my [atigued panting
as | continued to trudge on.
The [aded red and white sign
of 'Mario's Grocery Store'
caught my eyc. [ looked ingide,
there was no one. | looked
around me, there was no one. |
ncrvously took a stcp forward,
the cash register inside was
slightly open revealing the
ncally stacked picces of paper
next to cach other called

moncy. Again | furtively sur-
veyed my surroundings;: not a
single person could be spotted.

it was at this point in my
life a thousand questions si-
mul flooded my mind.
What would Mamma have o
say aboul this, Mamma who be-
leved so strongly in religion,
in morality. | thought about all
of us who had been brought up
to be as honest and hardwork-
ing as possible in our
conditions. To be chart to
cach olher as well as other
people and most important of
all to never get involved with
the tempt crimes available
in our ncigh . Finally |
considcred cach member of
my family, their desolate, hag-
gard [aces and then at last |
thought, 'What about me? What
will happen o me f |
found out doing this t le
misdeed?”

| could picture myself
standing on the green bank of
goodncess, pecring down into
the bluck walcrs of evil. | made
the decision. | ook Lhe plunge.

28/1 Toynbee Circular Road
Dhaka 1000

Answers must reach our office by next Friday.

Quiz No §

1. mmmmmammmm

same name?
Whatis C_H

Which
What is

is sitophobia ?

EP#ﬂ#P}PH

Nitrogen
36.000 feet
Albert Einstein

the capital of England

NO_ 7
What is Adiner Khan's wife's name ?
is known as the ‘City of Lights™?
national religion of Japan ?

o London?

Three : Christmas Past, Future, and Present
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